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INTRODUCTION. 

" I ^HE author of the following verses, after 
•'^ a protracted illness, passed very sud- 
denly from this world, where our sight and 
knowledge of Heavenly things is so dim 
and limited, into that ineffable and infinite 
glory in which there will be unclouded vi- 
sion and unfettered discovery. 

In her youth she had embraced the hope 
of everlasting life given unto the world by 
the Divine Saviour, and that hope she held 
fast amid all the perplexing cares and mani- 
fold trials which here test the faith and obe- 
dience of God's children. 

As a wife, she exhibited that unswerving 
confidence, unbounded sympathy and unfail- 
ing love which make marriage a sacrament 
and raise it above the level of a legal con- 
tract. As a mother, she showed an untiring 
devotion to her children and interest in their 
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culture and welfare for which they may 
rightly call her '* blessed." She had many 
friends who recognized her noble and gen- 
erous qualities and will not forget her now 
that she is gone. 

During her illness, which had partially 
disabled her body, her mind seemed to be 
remarkably vigorous. She read with avidity 
the current literature of the day and kept up 
an active correspondence on a variety of 
topics. She also found delight in the study 
of God's Word and God's handiwork, and 
often tried to express in poetic language 
the thoughts which such study and medita- 
tion suggested. These verses are printed, 
not for the perusal of the keen critic, who is 
on the watch for inaccuracies, but for the 
gratification of those by whom she was 
loved and admired for her winning ways, 
meek patience and generous disposition. 
The faith, hope and charity which showed 
in her life were the effulgence of God's 
grace, for which she daily prayed and by 
which she was daily strengthened. 

Blofse Elizabeth Luquer entered into rest 
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April 22d, 1894. She was born August 
15th, 1834, at No. 31 Bond Street, New York 
City. Her father, Thatcher Taylor Payne, 
was an able lawyer, an accomplished linguist 
and a man of great and varied learning. 
He and his brother, John Howard Payne, 
the author of '' Home, Sweet Home", had 
received their early training from their 
father, William Payne, who had been the 
head master of a celebrated school in 
Boston, and also principal of the famous 
academy at East Hampton, Long Island, 
founded by Governor Clinton. Her mother, 
Anna Elizabeth Cottrell, was a descendant 
of the Greenes of Potowomut, Rhode 
Island, the Quinceys of Massachusetts, and 
other prominent New England families. 

She was named after her aunt, Eloise 
Richards Payne, a woman of unusual men- 
tal attainments, and an intimate friend of 
the Sedgwicks, Channings, DeWolfs and 
others well-known in the literary circle of 
that day. 

On May 3d, i860, she was married to 
Lea Luquer, a lawyer of Brooklyn, N. Y., 
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who subsequently entered the Christian 
Ministry and in 1866 was called -to the 
Rectorship of St. Matthew's Church, Bed- 
ford, N. Y. For twenty-eight years her 
home at St. Matthew's Rectory was bright- 
ened by her presence and blessed by her 
influence. She still speaks to us in these 
verses, many of which were written while 
the soul was struggling for release from 
the frail body. 
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POEMS. 



SUNSET AT MONTAUK. 

FROM thy high cliffs, O fair Montauk, 
at eve, 

When we from life's dull cares can take re- 
prieve, 

We gaze enraptured at the sunset sky, 

Where shades harmonious fix our wandering 
eye, 

Fearing with whispered word to break the 
charm 

That rests within thy bright, unbroken calm. 

O'er all the scene there breathes divine ft- 
pose, 

O'er land and sea the amber glory glows. 

Flushed with a fleeting gray and deepening 
rose; 

And, as the restless sea now ebbs and flows 
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On thy low sands, the surf in dazzling line 
Intones its evening hymn with measured 

chime, 
While mingling voice of birds weaves mel- 
ody 
Around the solemn chords of the deep sea ; 
The white-winged sloops glide silently from 

sight, 
Or, noiseless, drop their anchors for the 

night ; 
The swallows in thy sand-cliffs seek their 

nests, 
Under thy glossy bays the field mouse rests, 
The watchful plover hide beneath thy grass 
That waves its dusky billows as we pass; 
The silent insects glow like jewels bright 
Plashing their rainbow colors in the light ; 
No strident cricket calls in thy soft air, 
But gauze-winged dragon-fiies flit here and 

there. 
Poising above the wild rose on the land. 
Or seeking in their flight the gleaming sand. 
Where both the unseen wind and restless 

sea 
Beat ever with a ceaseless energy ; 
And overhead the planets in their march 
Shine all the night from heaven's ascendent 

arch: 
But, ah ! serene and still as thou art now, 
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Yet storms will come with wind and blind- 
ing snow, 
When, like a giant, from resistless hand 
Tossing the rounded pebbles on the strand, 
The heaving billows at thy sand-clifF's feet 
Will with entangling weed and wreckage 

meet. 
Wave after wave in maddened frenzy beat. 
But from thy steadfast front again retreat. 

iSgi. 
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THE FADING OF THE ROSE. 

THE pricks pf the thorns, how sharp they 
are, 
Though the rose be sweet and fair; 
The stings of the burrs, how fell they seem, 
Though the brown nuts shine between. 
Yet we pluck the rose, in spite of the thorn, 

And gather the nuts, though our hands be 

torn. 
And only remember the sting and smart 

When sorrow and loss have broken the 

heart. 

For the rose will fade and its fragrance die, 

And deep hid in the nut a worm doth lie. 
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TO THE CUCKOO. 

TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH. 

' TV yr ID all the blending harmonies which 

From Nature's myriad voices to the skies, 
And sad as mourner's cry to God 
For joy and peace earth never can afford, 
So sounds the cuckoo's sad persistent note, 
In strains of longing, from its feathered 
throat. 
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DAISIES. 

DAISIES on the lowland, 
Daisies everywhere. 
Brightening every hillside 
With their beauty fair. 

Spring suns meet the daisies 
With a welcome glad, 

Shining from the pastures 
In fresh verdure clad. 

Andy when Summer fruit trees 
Stand knee-deep in grain, 

There, among the late grass. 
Daisies bloom again. 

So, when frosts of Autumn 
Come with chilly spleen, 

Purple clustered daisies 
Still adorn the scene. 

Golden-hearted daisies, 
With their beauty rare. 

Brightening road and meadow, 
Blooming everywhere. 
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THE GARDEN OF THE SOUL. 

WIND of the Spirit, blow, 
Sweet breath Divine, compel 
Within the garden of my soul 
The hidden buds to swell. 

So dreary is the waste. 

So cumbered o'er with weeds. 

Unaided by Thy cleansing grace 
No work of mine succeeds. 

Without Thy softening dew, 
Thy sun. Thy blessed wind. 

Unfruitful, evil, unadorned, 
My soul Thou still shalt find. 

Send me the life I need, 

That I may quickly raise 
Unblemished fruit and flowers meet 

To offer in Thy praise. 
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TO AN AGED CHRISTIAN. 

FOR MANY YEARS BEDRIDDEN AND BLIND. 

LYING at the very door of Heaven, 
Waiting but to enter in. 
Lord, how long ere Thou the door wilt open, 

Ere my new life may begin ; 

I am ever trying to be patient 

And my home I long to win. 

Earthly light falls dimly on my senses, 
I have dwelt in darkness long, 

Beneath my sightless quiet endurance 
How the hopes and memories throng ! 

Every day I wonder how much further 
Thou my waiting must prolong. 

I am listening for the heavenly music, 

I can hear it in my dreams, 
I am wearying for beloved faces — 

Ah ! how hard the waiting seems ! 
Let me hear, dear Lord, Thy gentle wel- 
come. 

Let Thy brightness round me shine. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND, 

WHO LAV FOR UONTUS IN GR£AT SVyTEXltiG, 

A MOMENT more and all for thee is life, 
Sweet song, unending bliss, freedom 
from strife, 
To us earth's way looks long and full of toil, 
Cumbered with care, weary with life's tur- 
moil. 

Our happiest moment, howsoever bright. 
Is but the sombre shadow of thy light. 
Heaven's music sounds already in thine ear. 
Earth's groanings torture us with pain and 
fear. 

We struggle with our many faults in vain, 
Thou dost to sinlessness at once attain, 
Ah! if we could see, to ease our longing. 
The beloved forms to greet thee thronging. 



ao On the Death of a Friend. 

We dare not mourn for thee, thou blessed 

one, 
Redeemed from pain and sin by God's dear 

Son, 
Welcomed to joy eternal, life and love, 
In that sweet home prepared for thee above. 

Were but our faith so strong that we could 

see 
Thy peace, thy joy, and so contented be 
To leave thee on that loving Saviour's 

breast. 
Whose resurrection doth thy life attest! 
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LINES 

SUGGESTED BY A COFFIN STANDING IN THE BAGGAGE- 
ROOM AT THE GRAND CENTRAL STATION. 

AMID the station's crowd, 
The noise and rush, 
Our precious darling sleeps 
In painless hush. 

Was it but yesterday 

The gentlest sound 
Proved for that hearing keen 

A bitter wound ? 

We watch the strangers pause 

With look of pain, 
Then, with a lingering step, 

Pass on again. 

They cannot know that we. 

Bewildered still. 
Stand mute and tearless by, 

Because we feel. 
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Our prayer for rest is heard, 

So dare not weep, 
Since those beseeching eyes 

Are closed in sleep. 

That sleep for babe and saint 

Alike so blest, 
That fearless, restful sleep 

On a loved breast. 
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TO A FRIEND, 

ON HIS EIGHTIETH BIRTHDAY. 

AT noon we labor, 
But at evening rest — 
Who shall say which 

Of these is best? 
God bless them both 

With promise bright, 
Success at noontide. 
And at evening, light. 

A gleam of radiance. 

From our Father's throne, 
To cheer us on 

Our journey home 
And pierce each dark 

Or threatening cloud. 
By tender care and 

Watchful love allowed. 



To a Friend. 

Youth hath its sorrows, 
So hath age its joy — 

May this be thine 
Without alloy, 

Heaven's light, with 
Ever brightening gleam, 

Attend thy steps and 

Round thy pathway stream. 
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THE TEMPTATION OF CHRIST. 

THOUGHTS SUGGESTED BY READING GEIKE'S LIFE OF 

CHRIST. 

SPIRIT of Evil! far from me begone, 
Leave thou my torn and weary soul at 
peace. 
Saviour Divine! temptation's hour recall, 
Succor Thy child, that Satan's power may 
cease* 

Alone in this hard strife I cannot win, 

So worn I am, so easily beguiled ; 
Kind Shepherd, tempted once, though with- 
out sin, 
Remember Satan's strength and guard 
Thy child. 
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THANKSGIVING 

AT THE FIRST SIGHT OF LAND AFTER A TEMPESTUOUS 

VOYAGE. 

THE voyage is done, the glad green 
earth appears, 
No more our trembling hearts sink awed by 

fears, 
The waters that have threatened us in wrath 
Fall smoothly off from yonder quiet path. 
The steadfast hills smile down on us at last 
And we forget in joy all sorrows past! 
Dear voices, sorely missed and wished for 

long, 
Their tender welcome lovingly prolong. 
Our pain, our weariness are all allayed. 
We laugh! we sing! we are ilo more afraid. 

When life's long boisterous voyage at last 

is o'er 
And our freed spirits to their home can soar, 
Then shall we mount, on joyous wing and 

swift. 
Up where the angels their glad voices lift, 
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And thus our joy at perils safely past 
Wipes out all sorrows and regrets at last, 
And, though friends weep where our poor 

dust is laid, 
We shall rejoice and be no more afraid, 
By Jesus* welcome all our pain allayed 
As his own blood has for our ransom paid. 
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A WINTER'S WALK. 

'' I "WAS the waning of the daylight and 

A the evening of the year, 
The clouds were gathered thickly in the 

west, so dark and drear, 
The road that I was taking seemed a pic- 
ture of my life. 
Where the next step still was hidden, where 

all around was strife. 
From where the mist was shrouding, like 

sad faces wet with tears, 
Looked out the distant mountains, on my 

pain and on my fears. 
The banners of the oak tree, by the icy 

winds unfurled, 
Like shattered hopes seemed clinging to 

the snow where they were hurled. 
Ah! for one single ray of sunshine, one 

glimmer from above. 
To pierce the gloomy sky and light the dark 

and sombre grove ! 
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Be stilly ungrateful hearty and cease thy 

chiding, 
Thou should'st in God's good wisdom be 

confiding ; 
The birds that from yon wint'ry sky their 

Father call, 
Call not unheeded, though the deep snow 

fall. 
See where the Yarrow, graceful Golden- 
Rod, and Pine, 
Royal-robed Sumach, and red-berried 

Eglantine 
Flutter their clusters fair upon the frosty air. 
The granaries of God for all his feathered 

care; 
Can'st thou not trust His love, His wisdom, 

and believe 
That, like the birds, above life's snow thou 

shalt receive 
All things that can His faithful, tender care 

attest, 
That loving care that longs to soothe thy 

soul's unrest? 
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A WINTER'S WEALTH. 

SENTINEL firs, still keeping guard 
O'er graves of flowers by winter marred, 
When through your branches fierce wind 

moans 
You wave your aromatic cones, 
And seem to say, no frost, no drift 
Can hide from hungry eyes our gift. 
The portion of that winter wreath 
Draped by our Lord o'er glade beneath. 
Tell us, scented firs, from your high towers. 
Can you yet hear the stirring of the flowers? 
For glowing sun hath kissed away the snow, 
The first faint flush of spring decks all 

below ; 
Soon will both bird and flower rejoice to see 
How beautiful these grand old hills can be. 
Are you such dainty morsels as you seem, 
Berries of the soft celestial blue? 
And did you gain in merry birds' esteem, 
A luscious zest with such a heavenly hue — 
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To tempt your feathered guests to come 

and glean 
Your treasures 'mong the sheltering green? 
The winter has its wealth for bird and me : 
They make their busy bustle in the snow, 
'Mid berry, cone, and bright and fadeless 

tree. 
Holding high carnival above, below — 
While, with a quieter joy, though gracefully, 
I share their glad tumultuous glee. 
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SPRING. 

SPRING, with her sweet life-giving breath, 
at last 
Calls to th' imprisoned buds and listening 

earth; 
The dark, cold awe of Winter's rule is past. 
At once the blithe birds carol forth their 

mirth; 
The noisy geese, responsive, northward fly, 
Like cross of Malta painted 'gainst the sky ; 
Gray maple twigs with fairest crimson glow 
Above the swollen rushing stream below. 
Where pendent alder-tassels, brown and 

gold. 
Promise of future shade and fruit enfold. 
Like finger-marks of God, the sweet, soft 

green 
Adorns the brown earth with its tender 

sheen — 
On willow twigs, on marsh, on mountain 

side, 
A golden glory now is scattered wide. 
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When all this beauty bursts upon the sight, 
How dull that nature, and how far astray, 
That feels no quickening pulse, no sweet 

delight. 
No longing for that home beyond the sky, 
Where life's cold dreary Winter fades away 
Into the Spring of God's eternity. 
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SPRING SONG. 

WAKE ROBIN, wake my love and sing, 
For tidings glad to thee I bring. 
That Spring is coming, witching Spring ; 
Clear must be the strain to greet her. 
Pure should be the heart to meet her. 

Birds, fling your chorus on the air. 
The soft mild air, so fresh, so fair. 
For Spring is coming, witching Spring; 
Full of love then come to greet her. 
Full of joyous haste to meet her. 

Where fairy footsteps tread the glade, 
Gay blossoms in their path are laid. 
For Spring is coming, witching Spring ; 
Sweetly will the violets greet her, 
Brightly cowslips spring to meet her. 

All tiny insect voices raise 

Their portion of the song of praise, 

To welcome Spring, bewitching Spring ; 

Glad are they at last to greet her. 

On dainty wing they come to meet her. 
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A thousand colors paint the hill — 
Fierce, angry wind at once be still, 
Thou canst not check the witching Spring; 
Nature's hosts have come to greet her, 
All with welcome glad to meet her. 
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CapttTea of sin. 
We look, oh, Lord, to Thee, 
For Thou canst set ns free; 

Cleanse all within. 
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Bound with a chain, 
We cannot do Thy will ; 
We cannot shun the ill — 

We try in vain. 

Evil is strong : 
We doubt, we are so weak, 
Thy Kingly help we seek : 

Tarry not long ! 

Ah ! come, dear Lord ! 
Unbind the fettered soul ; 
The weary captive soul 

Thy help afford. 

All power is Thine 
To set the prisoners free : 
We call in faith to Thee, 

Saviour Divine! 

We shall be free 
When, through death's portal passed. 
We reach our home at last, 

At peace with Thee. 
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HYMN. 

STANDING alone on Jordan's brink, 
When from its deepening flood I shrink, 
Clasp me to Thy forgiving heart. 
And bid my mortal fear depart. 

Tbou canst each craving want supply ; 
Courage and strength to live — to die; 
A fearless joy with which to face 
A glory that can never cease. 

How can I breast the chilling wave 
Unless I feel Thee near to save ? 
Let me but hear Thy tender voice — 
E'en in the wave is Paradise! 

Jesus, my Saviour, come to me. 
Daunted by helpless misery ; 
How can I bear the shadeless sun 
But in the shadow Thou hast won ? 
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Under Thy sheltering wings at rest, 
Clothed in Thy flawless righteousness, 
E'en death and life alike shall be 
Sustained by me, inspired by Thee. 
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NATURE'S PARABLE OF GRACE. 

WHEN Winter's blasts with wild de- 
struction blow, 

Or Summer's roses 'mid their foliage glow, 

When earth in Spring her icy bondage 
breaks, 

Or Autumn her sad lingering farewell takes, 

Lest man, ungrateful, should his voice with- 
hold, 

Nature the gospel everywhere hath told ; 

E'en sluggish worms within their dusty 
shroud. 

If we will listen, call to us aloud 

From grovelling life, and dim, distorted 
sight. 

To the bright glory of eternal light ; 

Come thou with us, come see His glorious 
face 

Who, through all nature, teaches of His 
grace. 
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Spring's resurrection beauty must impart 
Sweet rest and hope to every waiting heart, 
But see, how she her message doth indite, 
As in some olden missal quaint and bright. 
When every hill and lowly wayside glade 
Bears Heaven's gospel to the world dis- 
played ; 
For from the Dogwood's twigs, all gray 

with moss. 
Bursts forth the mystic symbol of the cross, 
A heavenly purity paints its opening leaf. 
Just faintly marred with sign of human 

grief, 
And bright Japonica, in clustered form. 
Proclaims the atoning blood and wounding 
thorn. 

When on the meek head of the ripening 

grain, 
Waving luxuriant o'er the well-tilled plain, 
The summer's torrid sun sheds wilting heat, 
Do they not teach how on the heart must 

come. 
Ere it be fitted for its heavenly home, 
The fire of sorrow and tears of rain, 
The guiding hands of bitter loss and pain ? 
And hurrying weeds, that clothe our garden 

slope 
Like sins, that hasten all our good to choke. 
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By clearest evidence would surely show 
That in the garden of the heart must grow 
Either the weeds of sin or flowers of grace. 
For God permits no idle hand nor space. 

The Autumn's fruits do everywhere declare 
The wise and vigilant, omniscient care 
That watched the tiny seed and opening 

flower, 
And brought them safely to the harvest 

hour — 
The care, that guides a nation's deep un- 
rest 

And rocks the young birds in their swaying 
nest, 

That paints the smallest insect's gauzy wings 

And ocean's restless tides in thraldom brings, 

Now, o'er the scars earth's tempests leave 
below, 

Falls, softly, Winter's deep and spotless 
snow; 

So the dear Saviour's gift of flawless white 

Shall robe His child in Heaven's pure ra- 
diant ligh.t. 

Blotting from sight each record of our 
blame. 

Through Jesus' great and all - effectual 
Name. 
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THE HYMN OF THE SHEPHERDS. 

O'ER Bethlehem's fields one Winter 
night, 
The stars are shining clear and bright, 
Peacefully the sheep are sleeping. 
Watchful shepherds guard are keeping. 
As they the weary hours beguile 
With singing soft and low, the while 
Glow their hearts with sacred pleasure 
As they chant this martial measure, 

**In wrath. Thou dread Jehovah, rise, 
Destroy our foes with fierce surprise, 
And, as at Migdol by the sea 
Thou watchedst the Egyptians fiee. 
Through pillars of both smoke and fiame, 
Be light to us, but dread to them. 
Bring to the Roman tyrant shame, 
And glory to Thy people's name. 
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** Hear us, who in Thy strength believe, 
And from the heathen power relieve ; 
Remember now how long has passed 
Since through prophetic voices last 
Was promised us deliverance sure, 
A kingly warrior to procure 
Great glory for Thy people's name, 
A Nation and undying fame." 

As thus the song their hearts inflame, 
Hark ! what a sound pervades the plain. 
What brightness bids their strength depart 
And fills with terror every heart ; 
Lo ! 'tis angelic voices sing, 
** Glad tidings now to you we bring, 
For thee is born this night your king: 
In yonder manger search for Him. '' 

Then to their startled eyes appear 
The heavenly host in radiance clear. 
Who, as they pass from earth to sky. 
Shout ** Glory be to God on high. 
Peace on the earth, good will to men. " 
These words their angry prayer condemn. 
And, as the message strange they hear. 
Abashed they stand in holy fear. 

Impelled by wonder then they stride. 
Fast hurrying to the manger side. 
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The tfymm of Uft Sb^pberds. 

Where thej sbaU find the holj Child, 
Emmantiel and SaTioor mild; 
Low then thej kneel with joyful pnuse 
And their triomphant Toices raise 
To thank their God in Heaven aboTe 
For this His miracle of love. 

See the Virgin Mother bending 
O'er the babe her arms are tending, 
LoTe and worship both are blending 
In her smile with tears contending. 
As these nigged shepherds, kneeling. 
Thank their Lord with deepest feeling 
And, hnmbly prostrate, then declare 
Their welcome to the Child so fair. 

And wonder that their wild appealing 
God had answered by repealing 
This His gift of loTe, whose meaning, 
With such holy myst'ry dealing, 
Israel's and the world's redeeming. 
Far transcends their earthly dreaming- 
This Kingly Warrior by whose reign 
His people shall to Peace attain. 
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THE JEWELS OF THE LORD. 

'* And they shall be mine, saith the Lord of Hosts, 
on that day when I shall make ap my jewels." 

Malacht in, //. 

IN a rapt vision of the night 
I saw the angelic band 
Who guard the jewels of the Lord, 
Gathered by His dear hand. 

I heard them tell how every gem 

Had gained its polish rare, 
And how the Lord's o'er-ruling power 

Had saved each from despair. 

**0 Lord of Hosts," I heard them say, 
** When in Thy dazzling crown 

Are set the jewels of Thy choice. 
What priceless love is shown!" 

Dull as a diamond hidden deep 

Within its matrix still. 
Bright as that diamond when it comes 

Fresh from the graver's skill. 
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So were these gems from every land, 
These treasures of the Lord, 

These virtues unperceived by all 
But the omniscient God. 

Here, where we trembled at the sight 

Of the overwhelming stream 
Of constant sufferings, deep distress, 

He treasured up the gleam. 

From degradation dull and sad. 

Where under servile lash 
Writhed tortured soul and body worn, 

He gathered in the flash. 

Where sin and ruin barred the path 

And all the road was flint 
That way-worn footsteps had to tread, 

He saw and marked the glint. 

And where, mid turmoil and unrest, 
All life seemed naught but woe. 

He saw where faith brought healing calm. 
And loved the fervid glow. 

Where loss and pain their evil spent. 
And forth from sorrow's night 

All human effort fled. He watched 
The scintillating light. 
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In war of nations, useless woe, 

Beneath oppressing fears, 
Where many fainted with dismay, 

He saw the glistening tears. 

Surrounded by earth's sin and pride. 

Clouded in daricness drear. 
He saw where steadfast patience shone 

With radiance bright and clear. 

And in the lovmg sight of God, 

Lines graven on the plane 
Of crystal, tracings of deep grief. 

Could not its light restrain. 

No ruby's' rosy sparkling fire. 
No sapphire's heavenly blue. 

No diamond's dazzling rainbow gleam. 
No emerald's radiant hue, 

No treasures from an earthly mine 

Flash in that circlet rare. 
But souls beloved of the Lord, 

Redeemed from sin and care. 

Those only who, with steadfast trust. 
Their faith in Him confessed, 

Shall in His crown, all tears forgot. 
Shine on forever blessed. 



50 Hymm of Praise^ 



HYMN OF PRAISE. 

"WhoBooHefcthaig thanks and piaiae, he hopo u ic th 

* 

BY jonder brightening sky I see 
Another daj has come. 
Another day to spend for Thee 
Through either pain or joy. 

What any opening day may bring 
God hides from mortal sight, 

Bot gives as strength for everything 
That He in wisdom sends, 

And bids us honor Him with praise, 

Although in sorrow deep, 
And ever our glad voices raise 

To thank Him for our joys. 

With thanks and praise to honor God 

A child may learn to do ; 
In giving us such work, the Lord 

Made noble every lot. 
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Though hard our life, if we but seek, 

We can some comfort find. 
If we but try submission meek 

To His unerring plan. 

If not of present ease, of peace 
And joy when we win home, 

Where all that troubles us shall cease 
And alt the weary rest. 

And we should thank the God of life 

For every joy He sends, 
For every simple, glad delight 

He gives us everywhere; 

For painting for us every flower 
And the bright changing sky, 

Each charm of earth that shows his 
power 
To teach as well as please. 

While all around us speaks of Him 

Shall we alone be dumb? 
Shall we not rather gladly sing 

Our thankfulness and praise. 

February lit, i8q4. 
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THE HARBINGERS OF SPRING. 

A SUBTLE something in the sky 
Tells us, who watch, that Spring is 
nigh. 
Though still the snow lies cold and deep, 
And every tree is gaunt and bare. 
Yet there's a softness in the air 
That whispers Spring her tryst will keep. 

In spite of winds so sharp and keen. 
We still shall find the moss is green 
Upon the hill, where flowers sleep ; 
As on the rugged rocks it clings. 
The message glad it ever brings 
That Spring ere long her tryst will keep. 

Does yonder crow, whose strident call 
Sounds from the branches stiff and tall, 
See, as he scans each crevice deep 
With that bright, saucy eye of his, 
Some cheering evidence we miss 
That Spring her tryst intends to keep ? 
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Though on the twigs the buds are set, 
Wrapped in their downy coverings, yet 
Safe from the cold and wet, asleep, 

Still their soft swelling doth declare. 
Though all the trees continue bare. 
That Spring is soon her tryst to keep. 

As yet no golden glimmer shows 
On willows where the river flows 
'Twixt icy margins rough and steep ; 
Nor gleams on tangled briar a flush 
Of what shall be its rosy blush 
When Spring at last her tryst shall keep. 

The barnyard fowls, with noisy glee, 

Bustle about in joy to see 

The day approach when they shall reap 
Harvest from out the softened earth. 
At the new season's glorious birth. 

When Spring at last her tryst shall keep. 

Upon the sheltered ditch's side. 

Under where icy waters glide. 

The tender weeds the warm sun seek ; 
And as their fair young leaves appear 
We feel the wondrous change is near 

And Spring her tryst will surely keep. 

The first bright bluebird's thrilling song, 
For which we have been waiting long, 
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Greets us at last, when, through the mist 
Of early dawn, the sun's soft ray 
Meets with a kiss the wakening day. 

Proclaiming Spring will keep her tryst. 

Now gauze-winged flies with motion gay 

Sport in the sun's bright fervid ray; 

Now blackbirds in the swamp do peep, 
And robin's rosy breast we see 
As he comes whistling loud and free. 

And we know Spring her tryst will keep 

Hear now the cadence rise and fall 

Of peepers' vibratory call 

From roadside swamp so wet and deep; 
The rye fields cast a tender sheen, 
Waving their spears of lengthening 
green. 

And lo! Spring comes her tryst to keep. 

Now as some dainty blossoms heed 
The joyous chorus, forth they speed, 
Nor nipping frost they longer fear. 

For well they know that balmy air 
Shall greet their resurrection fair; 
The tryst is kept and Spring is here. 
Fehrway, i8g4. 
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ON THE DEATH AND BURIAL OF MOSES. 

THIS SONNBT WAS COMPLBTBD A FBW DAYS BBFORB TMB DEATH OP 

THE WRITBR. 



SLE£Py thou meek, faithful servant of 
the Lord, 
For He Himself has closed those undimmed 

eyes 
That erst had looked upon Him face to 

face, 
And, from the semblance of a punishment 
Hath drawn honor more magnificent 
Than ever followed earthly potentate. 
Did not the angels watch with awe around 
That holy mystic grave in the rent earth, 
Where the right hand of Omnipotence 
Laid thy loved dust until the day 
When that known voice, that spoke from 

off the mount. 
Shall call thee forth to see His face again. 
Divinely fair, with the glad welcome, 
Come, faithful servant, to my side once 

more? 

Aprils i8g4. 



